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no difference is there
between the day and night
The globe, tainted by bloody lustre
is the king of day and night!
Where are the charming beauties
of dawning ideals of the past?
Today, the horizon of the eyes
of the murderer
is disgorging bloody lustre.
Today, your proud and raised head,
is prostrating and kissing, with love,
the dusty feet of sinful deeds.
Where is the logic today?
Intellectualism
is riding on the head!
Has the egoistic lion-roar
melted in remorse?
Where is your wisdom?
Blind fear, aversion and sorrow
are left behind.
The surging river of acute madness
has flooded the entire world.
Fixed is the destiny of man,
Judas39 in you has awakened.
No swan is here
who can separate
milk from water.
Again and again, one voice
is shaking your nerves.
Now, the odour of death
mixing with the taste of blood
is haunting the murderer.
Though tried, the past
could not wipe out
the memory of a face.
An evil death occurs